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THE FISHERMAN’S CABIN. 


WE took shelter at a most misera- 
ble looking hut, at the side of the 
heath, and accepted the protection it 
offered, with as entire good will as if 
it had been an eastern palace. My 
horse was obliged to crawl into a kind 
of out house, where a swine driver and 
his pigs had the instant before taken re- 
fuge, and while I was reconciling my 
steed to this society, a Jew pedlar and 
his pack, and another traveller with 
his dog crouded in. Necessity, as 
Shakespeare says, brings one acquaint- 
ed with strange company. 

A being, scarcely human in appear- 
ance, invited me to enter the hut. I 
entered. Its inhabitants—how shall I 
describe them ?—Fancy something, 
which resembles the extremes of filth, 
penury, health and felicity—pérsonify 
these amongst men, women and chil- 
dren—give to each of them forms and 
features, which confer a sort of grace 


and beauty. Put all this filth, penury, | 


health and felicity into motion: and 
having formed your groupe, imagine 
that you see it unshod, unstockinged, 
uncapped, and nearly unpetticoated and 
unbreeched.—Young and old were bu- 
sied in counting the finest and freshest 
herrings I ever saw, thatinstantbrought 
in from the fishing-boat. ‘The father 
of the family, to whom the boat be- 
longed, declared he had never had so 
prosperous a voyage; and, though he 
was almost blown away, he would ha- 











and girls—i’faith, they seem’d plaguily 
afraid of the hurricane, and came in 
shoals to the nets, as if they took shel- 
ter in them—little thinking, poor fools, 
that this was a jump from the water to 
the fire; and now [ talk of that, here, 
put half a dozen of them into the pan, 
for I am deuced hungry, and mayhap 
this gentleman may be so too ; if so be 
that he is, he shall be as welcome to a 
fresh herring and a brown biscuit, as 
myself. What say you my heart of 
oak,” continued he, clapping me as fa- 
miliarly on the shoulder as if I had 
been his messmate, and indeed treatin 

me as hospitably as if I had been so, 
and we had both escaped from a wreck 
to his cabin. Perceiving my dripping 
situation, he said, “* Come, ship mate 
doff your jacket, put on this rug, come 
to an anchor in that corner, warm your 
shivering timbers with a drop of this 
dear creature, which will make a dead 
fish speak like an orator—there—ano- 
ther swig—don’t be afraid of it—one 
more—and now you will do while your 


‘rigging and canvas are drying.” 


All this time, mine host of the hovel 


| stood in his sea-drenched apparel, on 
imy reminding him of which, he cried 
‘out, smilingly, “Ah! you are a fresh 
'water sailor, I perceive, and would 
take a deal of seasoning, before vou 
'were good for any thing; but for me, 


all winds and weathers are alike to old 


| Jack, while I can get good fish abroad 
and 


zard twice as much danger for such Molly, for the wet has made me as 


good flesh at home: so fry away 


another drag: “ look what a size they | hungry as a shark, and though I have 


are of, and how they shine, my boys || drank like a whale, I shall now eat like 
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a lion—and I hope you will do the 
same, messmate.” By this time, mine 
hostess set before us our dish of her- 
rings, which, with oatmeal cakes, pota- 
toes and buttermilk, furnished one of 
the heartiest dinners I ever ate; after 
which the sailor made me partaker of a 
can of flip—sung a song about the 
dangers and hardships of the sea- 
faring life ; and made me take notice, 
that he was the happy father of a cabin 
full of children, that I might see ano- 
ther was upon the stocks; and that if 
it pleased God, to send him a dozen 
such pieces of good fortune every year, 
for a dozen seasons, he should be as 
able, as he was willing, to procure a snug 
birth for every one ; and mean time, 
master, we will have another sip of 
grog, to drink success to the herring 
fishery. 

Our regale was interrupted by the 
sudden exclamation from without doors, 
of—“ She’s lost, she’s lost—she can’t 
weather it—she must go to the bottom 
—there is not water enough for her to 
come in, and the wind blows in her 
teeth—she’s sinking—the next sea will 
finish her.” All the cottagers ran to the 
beach, which was within a few paces.— 
I followed instinctively. The hurricane 
was again renewed, the seas ran moun- 
tain high, and a small coasting vessel 
was struggling with them, Ina few 
minutes the strand was covered with 
spectators, but not idle ones. The) 
whole of the villagers hurried to give 
assistance. Amongst the croud I dis- 
covered both the pig-driver and the 
pedlar, whose situation I had begun to 
relate to my kind hearted host: but 
the most assiduous of the whole multi- 
tude, was a young woman, who, while 
the tears ran down her cheeks, was 
amidst the first to leap into a small boat, 
which had been anchored on the beach, 
and in which the master of our cottage 





and three others resolved to trust them- 
selves, to offer such assistance as was 
in their power. 


(To be concluded in our next.) 
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MARIA—A Sentimental Fragment. 
“Can I hope that Heaven yi 
hear my complaint, when a father turns 
his ear from it? Can I hope that char. 
ty will relieve a child, whom her mo. 
ther has forsaken? ‘To what corner of 
the wild, inhospitable world, can I tury 
for succour? ‘he seducer is afar off 
and thinks not of+me ; or perhaps, 
mocks my undoing! Death, the terroy 
of the world, is deaf to my petition; 
and, while he lays the happy low, re. 
fuses to grant the boon to misery. | 
ask a grave, and it is denied me !— 
“‘ Heaven send mea friend!” said Ma- 
ria, with the tears streaming down her 
cheeks—“* And a friend it has sent 
thee !” said an elderly gentleman, who 
was taking his walk in the field, where 
this unfortunate creature was apostro- 
phizing her fate ; and, as he raised her 
from the ground on which she knelt in 
despair—*I have heard thy sad com- 
plaint,” said he; “ and am come to re- 
lieve thee!” He then took Maria to his 
home, and wept as she told her sad 
story. It wasa tale of virtue undone 
by the seductions of love. It was the 
history of a father; it was the cruel 
picture of a mother; who forced an in- 
nocent, bleeding victim, to the altar of 
prostitution. ‘ I will see thy father,” 
said Erasmus ; “ and tell thy disconso- 
late state to thy mother; and bear thee 
back to thy paternal roof.” But he saw 
the father relentless, and told the sad 
tale to the mother in vain! The doors 
of Maria’s paternal roof were for ever 
shut against her. ‘Then mine,” said 
Erasmus, “ shall be open to thee, I 
will give thee the protection thy un- 
feeling parents deny thee! and know, 
that while they wear. their grey hairs 
in sorrow, thy auburn tresses shall flow 
around the brow of contentment, and 
the effectual contrition of thy wounded 
spirit shall establish thy happiness for 


ever !? aa 
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CHARACTERS CONTRASTED,. 


You have doubtless’ observed, in the 
course of your acquaintance with the 
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AND LITERARY 


orld, two characters equally opposite, 
nd equally disagreeable—I mean the 
ver-fond, and the brutal husband ;— 

whe Fondlewife, and the Crabtree of 
matrimony. 

| was in company the other evening, 
where these two characters met, and 
jyrmed such a striking contrast, as 
could not fail attracting the attention of 
il present, Mr. Fondlewife sat next 
his cara sposa, and was incessantly 
squeezing her hand, and saying: “ My 
angel, how do you de ? my life, I fear 

you are not well: shall I get you some 
hartshorn drops or some salts ? Come, 
ny lamb, I think you look a little bet- 
vr;” then giving her a kiss, “I hope 
vou will recover,” or ‘shall I order 
you a coach 2” 
Such a fulsome dialogue, or rather 
vliloquy, with its accompaniments, 
was completely disgusting; but not 
a so insupportable as the behaviour 
Mr. Crabtree. Whenever Mrs. 
Ped began to speak, he interrupted 
her with ‘* hold your tongue, you fool ; 
dont expose yourself.””. When she en- 
deavoured to go on, saying, ‘ pray Mr. | 
Crabtree, give me leave to tell my story,” | 
ne would immediately vociferate, Oh! | 
such stories as yours! are not worth | 
listening to. “But, Mr. Crabtree, I 
don’t want you to listen,” 
reply : “I was speaking to this lady. 
“Was you?” said Mr. Crabtree, * I 
am sorry for it; but that lady has too 
much sense to hearken to your non- 
sense.” 

Then poor Mrs. Crabtree was silenc- 
ed, and her husband, as usual, obtain- | 
ed his triumph. 

Such characters are often to be met. 
with, but they are seldom so complete- | | 
ly contrasted in the same groupe, | 
which rendered this event the more re- | 
markable, and made me conclude, if 
the Fondlewives and the Crabtrees | 





she would | 
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ON THE INFLUENCE of the FAIR SEX, on the 

general morals of mankind. ByM. DE SAINTE 
PIERRE, Author of Paul and Virginia. 


The empire of the laws is insufficient with- 
out that of morals; nay, morals can do all, 
even without laws ; and laws can do almost 
nothing without morals. Laws united to mo- 
rals form virtuous and free men; and the pow- 
er of morals is intimately connected with that 
of the female sex. It has been often observed, 
that the writings of Rousseau, owe a great part 
of their charms and interest, to the sentiments 
with which the women have inspired him. In 
his most serious discussions he writes from the 
heart. The author of Virginia, who has so 
many similarities to the author of Eloisa, also 
highly estimates the influence of women in 
social institutions. In our author’s opinion, the 
prosperity of states depends more than is ge- 
nerally believed, on the amiable sex. 


a ee 


A very young clergyman, who had just left 
college, presented a petition to the king, re- 
questing his majesty would appoint him toa 
very important office. The king being much 
offended at his presumption, wrote under it, 
‘© Il Samuel, chap 10, ver. 5,” and returned it. 
On turning to the place the young clergyman 
had the mortification to read these words, 
‘‘ Tarry at Jericho until your beard be grown.” 

a | 

An Irish gentleman lately fought a duel with 
his intimate friend, because he jocosely assert- 
ed, “ that he was born without a shirt to his 
back !” 


a > ee 
An impertinent poet, having begun to read 
to a certain person, a poem of his own, asked 
him which of the verses were the best ? 
‘‘ Those,” answered he, ** Thou hast not yet 


|read, for they have not made my head ache.” 


———- + oe 
Two gentlemen of the city of Bath having 
high words at a coffee-house, one of them was 
seen the ensuing morning taking the mean ree 
venge of chalking ‘* a rascal,” upon the street 
door of his opponent. The latter afterwards 
called at his house, and was informed by the 
servant that his master was not at home, but 
was asked if he had any messuage for him. 
‘* No,” replied he, * you may tell him I called 
merely out of compliment, having been inform- 
ed that he left his name at my door yesterday 
morning.” 
ae oe 
The facetious and eccentric Tom Brown, 
celebrated in the days of the English Charles 
II. describes newsmongers, or newspaper p4- 
ragraphists, as lying in sheets, for want of bet- 
ter covering ! 





were not equally reprehensible, they | 


Were at least equally ridiculous. 
—— + e—— 
Some people will never learn any thing, for 


this ceason, because they understand every 
thing too soon. | 


~~ — ¢ 
Original Pun. 

A person in company lately, being told in 
jest that he and another like him would make 
one gentlemen, a wit present, acutely observed 
‘* True, two negatives make an affirmative.” 
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TO ANNA. 
Give back the vows so oft I’ve made, 
My oaths of truth restore, 
With coldness be my love repaid, 
And smile my girl! no more. 
Say you resign each thought of me, 
(But say it with a tear,) 

Say, you restore my liberty 
But seem not too sincere. 

Think’st thou I’d break the pleasing chain 
That binds to thee my heart ? 

From the delicious soothing pain, 
Think’st thou I'd ever part ? 

Ah no! the only chain I wear 
Is form’d of purest gold, 

It has no weight, it has no care, 
Save when my Anna’s cold. 

The smile of innocence that plays 
Around thy ruby lips, 

The Sylph, that o’er thy eye-lids strays, 
And there contentment sips ; 

Serve but as heralds, to proclaim, 
Thy beauties unreveal’d— 

Serve but as fancy to inflame, 
With greater charms conceal’d. 

My faith then Anna do not fear, 
Believe me ever true, 

The heart you once suppos‘d sincere 
Still beats alone for you. 

Then Anna greet a heart so kind, 
And bestow love and bliss, 

Thou art the inmate of my mind, 
Imprint it with a kiss, 


——— ee 
‘6 TRIBUTE OF RESPECT,” 
To our departed hero, Gen. Z. M. Pike. 
Even in glory’s bright career, 
Columbia shall drop a tear ; 
The memory of PIKE embal m, 
And muse upon the soldier fall’n. 
O, unrelenting Death thy blow, 
Has laid his precious body low 
But ah, how far beyond thy am, 
His honour and his deathtess fame ! 
These shall survive thy savage power, 
And flourish in life’s latest hous 
His gen’rous spirit now set free, 
ae gain’d that land of liberty, 
Vhere heroes rest—their conflicts o’er— 
per wars and battles are no more. 
vet, where his sacred ashes sleep, 
Humanity’s soft eye shall weep : 
And there the brave shall heave a sigh, 
Resolv'd like PIXE to live, and die. 


j 
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ON LEAVING BATH, (PENNSYLVANIA.) 
Joy shall fiil the sparkling bowl, 
Time on golded pinions fly, 
When Bath and Friendship warm the soul, 
And care and gloomy sorrow die! 
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Yes Bath! thy flow’rs and verdant lawns, 
Thy waving trees and silver streams, 
Sparkling when first Aurora dawns, 
And bright at eve with Luna’s beams, 
Shall oft in fancy round me rise, 
When Joy my glowing thoughts pursue , 
And Love may give his fondest sighs, 
Where Friendship weeps to bid adieu ! 
exneneeyeane 
VERSES, WRITTEN IN 1776. 
That power, who form’d the unmeasur’d ge 
Not with fictitious trident sways, 
Look’d from the empyrean sky : 
The solid land, the extended main, 
Which all their ample realms contain, 
Lie naked to the eye. 
Fierce discord show the earth, the seas 
Involv’d in one promiscuous blaze, 
While doubling thunders roar’d 
Michael ! go forth, the Godhead cried, 
Wave my dread ensign o’er the tide, 
And edge Columbia's sword ! 
The angel wing’d the etheral road 
To obey the mandate of his God, 
And reach’d Columbia’s happy shores, 
He saw her striplings on the wave, 
Proud Albion’s boasted navy brave, 
And battle all her powers. 
In vain her thousand ships appear, 
‘In all the horrid pomp of war, 
And thunder round the coast. 
Whole squadrons captive led he view'd, 
By force inferior far subdued, 
Their wealth, fame, glory lost ! 
Amazed, the seraph seeks the sky, 
And tells the wondrous tale on high : 
All heaven astonished gaze ; 
Thrones, angels, principalities, 
A loud applause united raise, 
And universal praise. 
— 
TO CORRESPONDENTS. 
The following pieces, are marked for put 
lication, viz. ‘* Memoirs of Jemmy Lackbrain 
—Letter from a printer,—On drinking health: 
—Dull times.—Effects of war,—Force of na 
ture,—To Anna,—The grove,—The grave of! 
'Grey-hound.” This last is long, it will appea 
‘in two numbers, “ On a coquette,” the mes 
jure of this piece is too long for our column: 
Poetry which contains more than ten syllable: 
in a line, appears to great disadvantage i in ow! 
page. ‘* Collector by Ludovico,” we will iv- 
sert one of the examples on chastity, this suo 
|ject unless treated with peculiar delicacy, i 
‘unfit for our work,—*‘* Acrostic,” in Lati), 
does not come under our plan,—A piece from, 
* The citizen of the world,”—** The Abuse 
of names,” and, * Enigmatical list of young 
Ladies,” are under consideration. 
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